From a Work in Progress
George Angel WE RISE. Were there but two things, to hold in each hand. We know that we speak, I to the face of the clouds where I have drawn your voice, slipping the drawer back flush with the seamless world were I we. Holding first I within then I within, lift this we lift just once. The trees are filled with birds and it is time to write this. Where am I? I am here, out in the tall yellow grass that is a sheet. It seems that it is possible to slide down the sheet and that the hillside itself will give a little beneath my weight. This is important. Day will destroy the eyes of delight. Red will cut two leafveined lids from joy. New words will play and lack and undo. This last read stay will 
